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better repressed. He rose to Ms feet giddily and made his way'
out to set watch round the Palace, garrison all possible arenas
of attack. When he had finished, he threw himself booted into
a bed.

It was early morning now. The King had long been yawning
himself stupid. All seemed quiet outside. The crowd had
camped round bonfires that sizzled in the still dripping rain.

She gave Axel her hand as he passed out towards her own
apartments, close to those where her children slept. "I've just
had this sent me," she said lightly, pressing a little note into
his hand. "I thought it might interest you." The nest
moment she was gone, with her women closing behind her.

He opened and read.. He tried to follow her, but it was too
late. He could get no farther than the antechamber. There he
wrapped himself in a borrowed cloak, sat listening to the
dripping on the window-ledges, sat watching for the-grey
glimmering of dawn.

M. De La Eayette had earned his rest, and King Louis could
not have tkept himself awake though there were half a dozen
kingdoms at stake. Axel von Fersen must sit and watch.

The note might be a joke, though a joke in exceedingly bad
taste. It might be an attempt to scare the Queen, to excite
panic in the guarded Palace. But there was just a chance that
it was genuine, an honest warning from someone who had
stumbled upon a filthy secret. It told her, with brief precision,
that at six o'clock of the morning she was to be murdered in her
bed.